ORLEANS
standard, which a page was carrying behind her. At the
shout of dismay that went up she turned her head, clapped
her spurs into her horse, wheeled him round and promptly
slapped out the flame "as if she had long followed the
wars, which the soldiers took for a great marvel." Those
simple miracles had their uses. The throng accompanied
her the whole length of the city to the house of Jaques
Boucher, treasurer to the Duke of Orleans, which lay
close to the Regnard Gate; it still stands, largely rebuilt
and much altered. There she was lodged with her two
younger brothers, who had recently joined her, Jean de
Metz and Bertrand de Poulengy.1
This was the evening of April sgth. The following day,
Saturday the soth, la Hire, Florent d'llliers and several
other knights led out a mixed party of the regular soldiery
and the town militia to drive in an outpost which the
English had thrust forward from the Paris redoubt to
within two bowshots of the Bannier Gate. The column
marched out as usual with pennons flying, bells ringing,
crowds cheering. The outpost prudently retired and the
word went back to bring faggots, straw and other in-
flammables to fire the redoubt itself, "but nothing
happened because the English sent up great cries and
were all in readiness" when the attackers reached the
moat. So the French returned worn out after "their
long and hard skirmish during which the cannons fired
marvellously and several were killed and wounded on
both sides." This was the last time that the English at
Orleans were to get off by looking ready and shouting
"hurrah.55 In the next seven days they would have to
do more fighting than in the seven months past.
1 These details are taken from the Journal of the Siege, compiled some
years later at the order of the municipality.
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